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It is from the study of the lives of the
giants in orthopredic surgery that we can
learn many things. Tonight my address
concerns the life of a woman, Dame Agnes
Hunt, who devoted her life unselfishly to
the cause of the physically handicapped.
She was lame herself from the age of nine
years and thus understood only too well the
plight of the disabled.
Dame Agnes Hunt came from a country
family who lived in the family seat of
Boreatton Park in Shropshire. In Sep-
tember 1938, Blackie & Son Limited,
London and Glasgow, first published her
autobiography with the title "This is My
Life", and several subsequent editions have
appeared, This intensely interesting book
opens with a chapter on her childhood in
which the following passage occurs:
"My poor mother disliked children
intensely; she disliked them when they
were coming» during their arrival, and
most intensely after they had arrived. It
seems, therefore, distinctly hard lines
that between the ages of twenty-one and
forty she was doomed to produce eleven
children. At two weeks old we were
consigned to the nursery and the bottle.
"In after years Mother told me she
had tried to nurse one of my elder
brothers, but the little wretch had bitten
her without a moment's hesitation, and
so sealed the fate of his numerous
brothers and sisters.
"My mother and father had a firm
belief in the old proverb that to spare the
rod was to spoil the child, and right
royally they lived up to it."
However, her mother did not control
their leisure hours, and they were never
made to go for walks, but were allowed to
play whatever they wished. The only
efficient governess they had left because she
said that the children were allowed to kill
themselves in too many ways.
At the age of nine years Agnes developed
two abscesses on the shoulder but refrained
from saying anything about them for two
reasons; she thought that they were natural
growing pains, and she was afraid of being
given Gregory powder or castor oil. How-
ever, the abscesses settled down, A year
later, she developed a blister on her heel
which led to general septicremia and a septic
arthritis of the hip. Within nine months,
her bath chair was harnessed to a pony and
she raced until it overturned. Within
twelve months, she was keeping goal at ice
hockey on a home-made sledge. In reflect-
ing on these incidents she wrote:
"I should like to render unto my
mother the praise that is her due. Her
psychology of childhood undoubtedly
amounted to a crime, but her treatment
of me as a cripple was beyond praise. I
was never allowed to pity myself or to
consider myself different from anybody
else. My brothers and sisters were never
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made to fetch and carry for me, or to
consider me in their games. The con-
sequence was that, without exception,
they did what they could to enable me to
join in their play and generally to enjoy
life."
Here was her apprenticeship to cripple-
dam and the great education of pain. She
was destined to limp her way through life
with a stick or a crutch, but in childhood
had learned the principle-the joy of life
despite disability-which was to become her
great contribution to physical medicine.
When she was twelve years of age her
father died. Soon afterwards her mother
attended a lecture on Australia and heard
that-
"an island off the coast of Queensland
could be bought quite cheaply, and that
the breeding of Angora goats was a most
paying proposition; the goats would pro-
duce milk, their flesh was as good as
mutton, they could be shorn and the
children's clothes made from the hair;
altogether a most admirable and
economical scheme."
So Mrs. Hunt sold up the home and set
forth for Queensland with her family only
to find that there were not any islands for
sale or any Angora goats in the country.
However, as a compromise, she bought a
fifty-acre chicken farm. The stock was not
good and many chickens were born with
crippling deformities; undaunted, Mrs"
Hunt amputated their legs with a carving
knife and fitted them with peg legs made of
large size Bryant & May matches.
Agnes knew that Hone might, however,
just as well try and stop Niagara as my
mother when she had once made up her
mind". So when Mrs. Hunt decided to
return to England, Agnes stayed behind for
two years to look after her brother Tom
who had bought land in Tasmania and was
clearing it, Then Agnes and Tom rejoined
their mother. Agnes remarks-
"During my last week at the ranch, I
received three proposals of marriage in
one day. They were not very eligible
ones; still, I thought it was rather a
record !"
On returning home Agnes trained as a
lady pupil nurse at the Royal Alexandra
Hospital in Rhyl, North Wales, and, later,
at the West London Hospital, Hammer-
smith" Her one and only tour of night duty
was devoted to a midnight game of catch-
as-catch-can around the ward table, chased
by an epileptic madman who threw an
inkpot while she threw a jug of water at
him. At that time nurses lived in primitive
conditions and engaged in astonishingly
long hours on duty. The evening meal con-
sisted of bread, cheese, and beer. The life
was hard and arduous and it was, indeed, a
sacrifice. So impressed was this young
girl with the adverse conditions under
which nurses served that she made a vow
that, if she rose to be a matron, no healthy
girl should be the worse in health because
of her work among the sick. That vow she
kept at the Agnes Hunt Hospital in
Oswestry; never was a staff of girls more
able, more happy, and more ready to give
of their best.
It was in the Royal Alexandra I-Iospital
at Rhyl, on the sea coast of North Wales,
that two fundamental principles of the
nursing of chronic illnesses were learned:
open air and happiness. That hospital was
perhaps the first hospital for cripples in
which fresh air was advocated as an
integral part of treatment Miss GrahalTI,
one of the two founders of the hospital,
taught that principle and she also held
that-
"No nurse was worth her salt if she
had not the joy of life in her, and the
power of sharing it with her patients."
After several interruptions of training
due to recrudescences in the hip disease,
Agnes Hunt completed the course of train-
ing at the Salop Infirmary and afterwards
qualified at Hammersmith for the Queen's
badge and brassard of the Queen's Jubilee
District Nurses' Association. While at
Hammersmith she established her life-long
friendship with Miss Emily Selina Good-
ford.. "Goody", as she was called, was her
silent, hard-working partner until death
parted them after nearly thirty years ..
After graduation they spent a year in
Northamptonshire nursing through an
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epidemic of typhoid fever, and another year
as District Nurses in a smallpox epidemic,
followed by other assignments for several
years.
In 1900, Mrs. Hunt had tired of her work
with numerous charities and came to live
with Agnes. That ended district nursing
for Agnes and Goody as it was decided
that they would use an old house on the
family estate near Boreatton as a Con-
valescent Home. The house itself was
unsuitable, the drains being bad and com-
tTIunicating with the main water supply, a
large well under the floor of the scullery
from which the water had to be pumped by
hand. Baschurch Home was opened on
October I, 1900, as a convalescent home
for the Salop Infirmary. Who would have
thought that, in twenty-four years, it would
become an important orthopredic hospital
with 320 beds? The Home exerted a mag-
netic attraction for cripples; it was soon
evident that further accommodation was
needed, especially as the stairs were unsafe.
Miss Hunt's brother was away at the Boer
War; they borrowed some stabling from
his estate which was re-erected at
Baschurch with a side left open. The saddle
room becalne a bathroom, the cow houses a
laundry, the coach-house a splint shop, and
the pig sty became the office and sitting
rOGITI.
Mrs. Hunt was secretary of the Home
and hired three adjacent fields as vegetable
gardens and chicken runs; thus she was
able to supply vegetables and eggs for the
patients and staff. In those days the charge
for a patient was eight shillings a week
which j llst covered the cost. However, in
long-term cases, Mrs. Hunt often had to
write at least t~n letters a week for one
shilling a week payment by people interested
in a particular patient.
In 1903, Miss Hunt's hip became bad
again. She consulted Robert Jones, of
Liverpool, who operated on her hip next
day at the Royal Southern Hospital. She
then spent "an unlovely three months" in
what she calls "a kind of super strait-
jacket, called a 'Jones abduction frame' ".
After four weeks she was allowed home
on a specially built spinal carriage which
was a large traytop on perambulator
wheels. For many years afterwards this
carriage was used to take children to Robert
Jones, the consultant, at Liverpool, eighty
miles away_ The normal cost for a cart
was five shillings, but, because of the
perambulator wheels, the charge made was
only one shilling. The authorities on this
railway were always helpful to Miss Hunt;
they even reserved carriages for the
children to lie on the seats. The train often
waited for the party on the return trip and,
on one occasion, an express train was
stopped at Baschurch to let them alight.
Finance was always a worry as the total
income assured was an allowance of £500
per annum from Mrs. Hunt and the county
salaries of Miss Hunt and Miss Goodford.
No attempt was made to make the Home a
paying proposition. However, Miss Hunt,
like Mr. Micawber, always knew that
"something would turn up" ; time and again
their friends and the village people "came
good" when things looked bad. Drays were
loaned or even given for picnics. The
happiness of the Home may be judged from
the pages of The Oide Baschurch Cripples
Journal- two copies, hand-written. An
editorial article signed by Brother Aaron
reads:
"What causes the most excitement are
the picnics. We put the cripples on drays
with springs and others on wagonettes.
When we have reached the spot planned,
the horses are taken out and fastened to
trees, and all the cripples who can't get
about are put on rugs.. Then we get
sticks and boil the kettle.. We have a
good game of something, such as
rounders. Those on crutches playas
well, but they are far more artful, for,
when about a yard off the base, they
would suddenly drop; of course the
crutches reach it if they don't and they
are let stand up as if they got there by
fair means. All sing out until they have
hardly any breath left to sing the
National Anthem. The people in the
cottages all come out and, by the look on
their faces, we could almost believe they
wished to be ill just for the sake of the
picnic. "
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Miss Hunt tells how, when still on a
frame, she was put on a dray with several
children, and drove into the village to do
the shopping. The only messenger was a
boy who merely had a bad arm; he went in
and asked the shopkeepers to come out.
However, when the horse began to be
restive, a new constable came up officiously
and enquired who was in charge of the
horse. Miss Hunt drew herself up with
the best dignity she could on her frame and
said that she was the driver. The police-
man considered her unfit to drive and was
about to take her name when the sergeant
came up and saved the situation; his child
had once been in the Baschurch Home..
About that time, Robert Jones visited the
Home when called to a private case in
Baschurch. He was so much impressed
with the health of the children and the
happy atmosphere of the place that he was
several hours late for the private consulta-
tion. He soon paid monthly visits and later
began to operate at the Home. So loved
was he by the children that it was con-
sidered an honour to have been operated on
by him. The child was allowed to choose
his supper on the night before and received
a special new toy on the morning of the
operation. Even the five and six year old
children went smiling to operation and took
the anresthetic without a tear: that was the
spirit of the Home.
From the time Miss Hunt was allowed
to be up she continued with her nursing,
wearing a Thomas hip splint and a four-
inch patten on her shoe. Later on she had
another operation to straighten the hip.
The hospital gradually grew larger. The
first Aftercare Clinic was held at Shrews-
bury by Miss Hunt in 1910. Numerous
other clinics were formed afterwards
throughout the surrounding counties. When
war broke out in 1914, the hospital was
extended in tents and huts to hold three
hundred convalescent soldiers; and three
auxiliary hospitals were opened. In 1919,
the British Red Cross Society contributed
£25,000 and the Shropshire War Memorial
£9000 to rebuild the hospital. Park Hall
Military Hospital near Oswestry was pur-
chased and it was altered to become an
open-air hospital of 320 beds.
In 1927, Miss Hunt succumbed to the
stimulation of Sir Robert Jones by agreeing
that the problem was not yet entirely
solved. It was not enough to search out
cripples and arrange hospital and aftercare
treatment for them. Crippled adolescents
had to be taught not only the joys of normal
recreation but also the responsibilities of
normal work. A regular training centre
was required in which many cripples could
learn to be self-supporting. This is Miss
Hunt's account of the commencement of
the retraining programme:
"Obedient to commands, I collected
four boys, already being trained in the
boot and blacksmith shops, and two girls
from the splint making department, and
solemnly informed them they were 'The
Shropshire Orthopredic Training School
for Cripples'. They were suitably
impressed, but wished to know what
happened next. As this was more than
I could tell them, the meeting adjourned.
I put a wet towel on my head, and tried
to form plans."
She wrote to the County Councils and
the Poor Law Guardians and offered them
this splendid opportunity to luake their
cripples self-supporting. Her description
continues:
"The replies of these bodies absolutely
flabbergasted me and, before you could
say 'Knife', we had one hundred and
fifty names on the waiting list, and not
even a hut to put them in. Next came
the question, where were they to be
housed and fed? What trades would be
suitable? What about instructors? How
would the Hospital Committee take this
new venture? and where on earth would
the money come from to build the new
shops?"
As usual enthusiasm came first, but accom-
plishment came next. A start was made by
transforming a big army hut which had
been a carpenters' shop into a ward of
twenty-four beds, but, in 1928, the Derwen
Cripples' Training College was opened,
where Miss Hunt had the assistance of
Miss Sankey who is well remembered as a
superb Aftercare Superintendent. Speaking
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of the early stage of this move Miss Hunt
has recorded:
"We took with us what furniture we
could, and the Committee granted £ 50
towards furnishing; we also annexed
some unconsidered trifles from the Hos-
pital."
In the next stage Miss Hunt describes how
she tried to work out the price to be charged
to the Hospital for surgical boots:
"The sum ran something like this: lOS..
for the weight of leather used, two days
of a man's time at £3, lOS. a week, plus
five per cent profit, equals -? Even-
tually I put down 'x', which I had been
told meant an unknown quantity, and
went dismally to bed."
Mathematics and financial acumen were not
her strong points, but, within a year, Mr..
Rhaiadr Jones and his wife were appointed
manager and matron respectively and,
thereby, the Cripples' Training College
gained the services of a first-class financier
and a devoted woman, who have applied
themselves to their tasks ever since. A
college was thus established for the training
of crippled children, of whom no less than
90 per centum have made their own livings.
Twenty years later, the Disabled Persons
Act was passed authorizing industry to hold
3 per centum of their jobs for disabled
persons who may take their place in the
open labour market with their able-bodied
colleagues. Soon many other training
centres were set up throughout England;
little did the four boys and two girls realize
that they were the forerunners of a great
reform in the resettlement of the disabled
of which Great Britain is justly proud.
Agnes Hunt, the Florence Nightingale
of Orthopredic Nursing, who received the
Royal Red Cross in 1918, was created
Dame of the British Empire in 1926-the
highest order that can be awarded to
women in Great Britain. After the death
of Sir Robert Jones in 1933 the title of the
hospital became "The Robert Jones and
Agnes Hunt Orthopredic Hospital". In
later years when asked to name the essen-
tial qualities of a nurse Dame Agnes Hunt
replied "Common-sense, gentleness, kindli-
ness, and the power of giving hope and joy
to those who are suffering".
In her eighty-second year, in 1948, she
died (as she had always been) cheerful,
brave, courageous, and indomitable. A few
months before her death, a disastrous fire
occurred in the hospital, one wet and stormy
night, while she was there as an in-patient.
All of the three hundred and twenty
patients were wheeled through the rain and
sleet to other shelter more than a mile away.
No one was injured, but over three-
quarters of the hospital was destroyed. Her
comment when told was: "I always only
wanted a small hospitaL" However, within
forty-eight hours, sufficient voluntary funds
were received from friends and former
patients to start the rebuilding of the hos-
pital. What greater tribute could one
receive?
